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to sudden fits of temper. Once, just as we were sitting down at
table, Dr. Coman let one of the cats into the dining-room of the
whaling-station cottage. Balchen picked up the animal and threw
it against the wall.

During our wait for the Wyatt Earp I spent all the time I could
up on the mountain collecting geological specimens and practising
with the Leica camera. But there was not much good weather. Fog
and rain alternated with high winds and blizzard, but the tendency
was all toward thawing. Gradually the snow-fields on which we
were relying thinned. When the Wyatt Earp returned on
November 16, patches of black volcanic cinders could be seen all
through the snow. Ten days later, the repaired engine ran perfectly,
and we were ready for flight; but fog and mild temperatures per-
sisted, and all the snow had disappeared except two narrow stretches
less than four hundred yards long.

Hope of flying with skis from Deception Island that season had
to be abandoned. We loaded everything, including the fully-
assembled plane, back on the Wyatt Earp and on November 27
sailed in search of a new base.

VH   THE ICE AGE

OUR plan was to run down the north-western siae or tne
Antarctic Archipelago as far as Adelaide Island; if neces-
sary, choosing inside passages and looking for snow-fields
or level glacier over which the plane could ski, or, better, thick
smooth shelf-ice near some shore. We left Deception shortly after
noon and late that evening were off Trinity Island, which is close
to die coast of Graham Land. We could barely see Trinity, how-
ever, because of a thick snow-storm.

At that point we headed slighdy more to the south-west toward
the head of De Gerlache Strait, navigating carefully because of the
many icebergs, rocky islets, and reefs with which these waters are
infested. Morning found us in the strait, which runs between